WITHIN THE GATES         SCENE
Stirr'd by a soft breeze in the Spring,
The blooms of an apple tree billow;
And her breast is as fragrant to me,
Looking down from the height of a pillow,
Looking down from the height of a pillow!
(She coughs, becomes a little breathless,
and presses a hand to her side.}
I'm a sick woman.    (She bends her head down on
her breast] Death has touched me, and is telling
me to be ready; take your things off, and come
with me.    (Defiantly) I'll not give in, I'll not
hold back.    And when I go,  should God's
angels beckon me up or push me down, I'll go
game.   (Horrified} Jesu, Son of Mary, what'm I
saying?    I'll fold all the things done in this life
round me like a mantle, and wait for judgment
(She sinks down on a seat, and stares
thoughtfully   in front  of  her.     The
POLICEWOMAN enters, crosses over, and
sees that the skirts of the YOUNG WHORE
are a little higher than they ought to be.
She stops and points her finger at the
skirt.   The YOUNG WHORE silently pulls
it down. The POLICEWOMAN goes on?)
VOICE   READING   FROM    BEHIND    THE   WORD
u MURDER ". The condemned man, who is to die
for cutting a woman into little bits, ate a hearty
breakfast, spent an edifying hour with his^chap-
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